THE  TRAIN
"Uncle!"   she   whispered   desperately   in   his   ear
"U-u-uncle! Oh3 Unclel"
"What's up?" asked the man, starting up.
"Keep quiet, Uncle, don't get excited, but you're
bleeding," said Vaska.
She made a tourniquet for his shoulder out of the
sheet and began tightening it, bracing her knee against
the bed and setting her teeth.
"Uncle!" she panted. "Help me a bit with your good
hand."
"Well, come along then," said the man. "Let me twist
it. Is it still bleeding?"
"Yes. Tighter, Uncle."
When the sisters and Dr Belov arrived, the bleeding
had already stopped, the man was lying on a clean sheet,
and Vaska was eating a sweet which he had given her.
"I'm going to mention you in the day's orders," the
doctor told Vaska. "You're a grand girL"
"Julia Dmitriyevna taught me, and I did as she said,55
Vaska replied, her cheek bulging with the sweet.
The train was running empty along the Southern Line.
"This is my part of the country," Vaska told Lena, as
she stood at the window.
It was early winter, and fluffy snow covered the vast
Ukrainian fields, covered the ashes and piles of rubble at
the stations, the trail of the German beast. Vaska had
folded her amis as old women do, across her narrow
chest.
"There'll be three oaks in a minute," she said, "they're
a good bit off yet. First there'll be Sagaidak station, even
if it's not there any more I know the place, I went to
school there. And then nearer YeresH, our collective
farm.,„ "
Somebody called Lena, and no more was said. Vaska
remained by the window. The three oaks flashed by.
Vaska started back from the window, with a single
motion, flung on her overcoat and shawl and dashed out
to the door. She thought that the train would stop at
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